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Bisland 

I. 

NE night in 1912 there was a party at the new 
Georgian home of Alvin Bisland. There was to be 
a ball, and then a supper. 

It was a cold night. There were no stars. Only an 
unclouded moon and a sky of pale blue mist. The shim- 
mering white mansion stood at the summit of a treeless 
slope, with a long road rising to it. In the moonlight the 
creek at the end of the hill and the poplars along it were 
silver. 

Miss Oriel Bisland was leaving for Europe the next 
morning. Three years abroad. She was twenty now. To- 
night, as she dressed for the ball, a strange revulsion was 
filling her. 

A cold wind was blowing the curtains. She went to close 
the window, but instead she stopped, letting the wind fan 
her, and looking down at the faint lights of houses. She 
stood there, not thinking, for a long while. 

Her former state of mind returned, and with it a slight 
weariness. Previously she had looked forward to the trip 
with a great deal of pleasure, but she did not now. She 
did not know why. She was going, though, anyway. All 
her past life, her yearsi at school in Connecticut, the days 
of her debut, a huge accumulation of years and thoughts 
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and remained there until May, 1922, when she was stricken 
with pneumonia and died. 

IV. 

There was a small town in the western part of the 
Appalachians called Bisland. It was there that Oriel Bis- 
land was buried. 

The sun shone brightly that day. It was early in June. 
The church stood on a little rise surrounded with wheat 
fields that stretched away to blue ridges of hills. Torn 
clouds were in the sky and it was very windy. 

Several friends and relatives were at the funeral. 
Among others was George Wetherill in his worn, white 
Locomobile. Although he was married, he came alone. 
He did not stay for the interment. 

V. 

At three-thirty that afternoon Wetherill had reached 
Maury County. He was driving along idly. Once he came 
to the top of a hill and stopped. Before him lay a vista of 
dim mountains and valleys and coves. For some reason or 
other he happened to remember a day like this one a 
long time before. He and Hugh Cliffe had gone, on their 
bicycles, far into the hills south of home. They had come 
to a summit such as this one and, tired and thirsty, had 
stopped to rest. For a moment he thought he would cry. 

He started the car. Oriel Bisland, who had been in his 
mind all day nearly, came again to his thoughts. 

He did not think of her as the others did. To him she 
was always a pale girl in a long white dress, leaning against 
a stone balustrade. Desolate and remote. Maybe in those 
long years in Europe she had wanted to come back. . . . 

Suddenly his blood ran cold. His usual fierce hauteur 
was gone, he braced himself in the car, and although he 
tried to take no notice of it, his heart was crying, “I love 
her. I love her.” 

His own life rose before him in a succession of images. 
Blank childhood; youth, and days in college; the times 
when he knew Oriel; his life from then on. ... A 
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sombre, monotonous story. Only the years around 1912 
seemed bright. Or so it seemed to him. 1912. That was a 
long time ago. He was twenty-nine now. Nearly thirty. 

Oriel. Oriel. Oriel. 

VI. 

It was terribly hot. Wetherill stopped in a town for a 
sandwich. As he drove away he heard a cock crowing. 
What a lonely sound. 

The sky was growing strangely dark. He shoved the 
accellerator down to the floor. 

It was getting darker and darker. 

Then he was at home. There was nobody there. He 
went up to his room, and, for a moment, looked down at the 
yard. Although it was early in summer there were some 
leaves scurrying across the porch. 

There was a white light in the lilac sky and the wind 
was blowing wildly. J. M. Phillips, Jr., ’30. 


That Party 

GO to too many parties. It was all right to go to 
Jimmy Norris’ bachelor dinner the night before 
Jimmy was to marry Jean Howard, and it was all 
right to go to Jimmy’s and Jean’s wedding. 

But I shouldn’t have gone to the party between Jimmy’s 
bachelor dinner and the wedding. And I always will think 
it was that party which caused all the trouble. 

That party was a mistake, because at that party was 
a fellow named Jones, and I got to thinking, and every time 
I get to thinking things go wrong. 

Anyhow, some of the boys who were at Jimmy’s party 
went along to this fellow Jones’ party and there were 
some other people there, and there were some girls there 
too, and the party was in Fortieth Street, and this Jones 
got serious, and then I did. 
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It was about matrimony and all different kinds of 
marriages there are: trial marriages and companionate 
marriage and regulation ball and chain marriage, and 
everything. It’s a pretty deep subject. 

And one of these girls said to Jones it was her wedding 
anniversary, and she cried, and there was a fellow there 
she said she used to be married to, and life was terribly 
hard on a woman, and why did this bozo she used to be 
married to have to butt in and spoil her wedding anni- 
versary party. 

And so we all threw this husband downstairs and went 
back and began to talk seriously about matrimony and 
what a terrible gamble it is these days. 

And then next day there was a church and it was packed 
full of careless people with not a serious thought among 
them, and the preacher said something about if there was 
any one that knew any good reason why Jean should not 
marry Jimmy he had better speak up now or forever hold 
his peace. 

“I do!” I said. 

And somebody said, “My God!” and the preacher said, 
“For God’s sake, hush!” 

“Don’t,” I said to the preacher, “take advantage of your 
position to swear at me!” 

And then a woman said, “You can’t say anything 
against my boy !” 

That was Jimmy’s mother, and then the fainting began, 
and people began carrying women in every direction, and 
it seems that even the ones that fainted were asking, “What 
did he tell?” 

But nobody seemed to realize how solemn the occasion 
was, and then there were some reporters, and they were 
the first serious people I had met. But they wouldn’t be- 
lieve that I didn’t know some terrible scandal. Imagine 
that. But so many young people are thoughtless — ^just 
absolutely thoughtless. 

Robert Seabolt, ’31. 
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When Knighthood Was in Flower 

T WAS in the days of good King Arthur that many 
knights, yea, and many fair damsels came to attend 
a great joust. Many flags and banners floated gaily 
in the breeze from the top of the stand. The good King 
Arthur sat with his court at the far end of the vast arena. 
All at once a trumpet sounded and one score knights came 
riding into the arena on dashing white steeds. “A goodly 
sight indeed,” quoth King Arthur, as he munched upon a 
mutton bone. “But pray tell me who their goodly leader 
might be?” At this the young squire, Smitty Smith, sprang 
up. “If it pleases His Majesty, sir, it be none other than the 
renowned Sir Billy Hardin, Earl of Greenwood, Lord of 
Aaronsborough, and Duke of Wrennville.” “Truly,” quoth 
the king, “he pleaseth me greatly. Gladly would I have him 
seated at my round-table.” 

The trumpet sounded again and from the ranks of the 
knights rode Sir Bill, with his squire seated upon a jack- 
ass. “.^d pray tell, who is the squire that follows upon 
his animal, and sitteth like a toad in the saddle?” “Ah, 
sir,” replied the trustworthy squire, “he is none other than 
Nick Halloran, the little man that was captured by his mas- 
ter in the siege of Greenwood.” “Well said, knave,” replied 
the king, and with these words he gave his young squire 
the bone he had just finished. For the third time the trum- 
pets sounded and all heads were turned toward the gate. 
In dashed two score knights mounted upon black chargers, 
their armor flashing in the sunlight. Whereupon they rode 
to the end of the lists and saluted the king with their 
swords. 

“Hasten, knave, and arrange a combat between those 
gwdly throngs. ’Twould please me greatly to see such a 
sightly battle.” Suddenly a great cry arose from the crowd 
and the king turned his head toward the gate. In came 
a knight clad in scarlet armor and mounted upon a steed 
larger than any horse in the realm. “Forsooth, what a 
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steed! I would welcome that horse in mine own private 
stables. And the knight, look how massive he is. Truly a 
goodly pair,” exclaimed the king as he helped himself to 
another leg of fowl. The trumpet blew again and the 
herald’s clear voice rang out, “The new entrant in this joust 
is Sir Luky Lucas, Duke of Ukedom, and Earl of Sleepy 
Hollow.” Whereupon Sir Luke pulled a uke out from under 
his coat of mail and strummed a tune as he rode his pran- 
cing steed to the end of the lists. The crowd murmured 
its approval, while the king could hardly keep still. He 
danced around and clapped his hands, for his royal person 
had never heard a uke before. “Bring that knight hither ! 
cried King Arthur. And when Sir Luke came before him 
the king said, “Prithee, gentle knight, how much wilt thou 
take for thy music box?” To which Sir Luke replied, “Sir, 
my uke is not for sale.” The king’s face grew troubled 
and a hush descended upon the throng. Then Sir Luke 
spoke again. “But, sir king, I will roll thee a game of dice 
for your crown against my uke.” To this the good King 
Arthur most readily replied in the affirmative. So the royal 
bones were brought before the king and the royal table was 
set up. “I will allow thee first pitch, O King,” said Sir 
Luke. 

“I thank thee very much. Sir Luke; I will now roll a 
natural.” Whereupon the king took the dice and gave them 
a royal roll. Up sprang a royal ten. “Forsooth, churl, but 
I am not so good as in my younger days.” Again he cast. 
An eight sprang up. Again he cast, and again, and again, 
and again, until his royal arm was worn out. “Ah, Sir 
Knight, my arm is sorely tried. Hast thou any objections 
to my good squire, Smitty Smith, finishing the game for 
me?” “No objections whatsoever, noble king,” courteously 
answered Sir Luke. Whereupon the squire took the royal 
bones in his hands and shook them vigorously, then sud- 
denly released them. A beautiful pair of fives sprang up. 
Perceiving this, the king gave a joyous yell and snatched 
the uke from Sir Luke, and began strumming on it. Then 
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to him came a thought, and he looked up. The crowd was 
watching him expectantly. He commanded, “Start the 
joust.’' Sir Billy Hardin proudly strode up to the king 
to pay his respects and then back to the head of the lists. 
His opponent. Sir Hatfield, Lord of Hickmtantown, and 
Earl of Fox County, took his place at the other end of the 
lists. A trumpet sounded and with lances leveled the two 
knights charged each other. Sir Hatfield’s lance was shat- 
tered, but Sir Hardin’s lance smote Sir Hatfield right in the 
bread basket for a nasty spill. Having dispatched this 
knight. Sir Hardin took his place again at the lists. His 
next opponent was Sir Barman, Lord of Dogland, whom he 
dispatched in the same manner. His next opponent was 
Sir Lily Tanksley, a great knight, who had defeated Sir 
Hardin’s forces in the province of Greenwood. Sir Hardin 
glared at his late enemy and swore by the cat with twelve 
tails that he would down this handsome hero. Again the 
trumpet sounded and the two knights came together. Both 
lances splintered, whereupon the two knights sprang from 
their steeds and drew their trusty broadswords. The king 
looked on intently as the two exchanged blows with their 
swords. “Ah, a goodly thrust, indeed,” exclaimed King 
Arthur as Sir Tanksley delivered a blow to Sir Hardin’s 
helm, drawing a trickle of blood. Then Sir Hardin, very 
angry, struck Sir Tanksley so sorely that the oppressed one 
cried out for mercy, which Sir Hardin gave only at the 
command of the king. Next he spied Sir Luke seated upon 
his splendid charger with a sneering smile upon his face. 
“Ha, base villain, doth dare to fight me mortal combat?” 
Sir Luke’s face colored and he answered hotly, “Yea, verily, 
father of seventeen hyenas, I will hang thy ears over my 
mantel place.” 

Sir Hardin mounted his charger and took his place at 
the head of the lists, with Sir Luke at the other end. The 
trumpet sounded and they came together with a din that 
was terrific. Both lances splintered, while Sir Luke was 
unhorsed. As Sir Hardin, sword in hand, rode down on 
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him, he cried, *‘Ha, base knight, wouldst ride down a man 
on foot?’’ Whereupon Sir Hardin dismounted and ap- 
proached Sir Luke, sword in hand. But ere they met the 
king cried out, “The one that wins gets five thousand frog- 
skins and gets to pick the fairest damsel and have a date 
with her !” Each contestant grew as strong as ten men at 
these words and attacked each other in a fury. First one 
had the advantage and then the other. The ground around 
was covered with blood and bits of flesh. Faster and faster 
their swords flew, minute by minute their fury grew, but 
then a shrill feminine voice was heard, “Kill him. Sir 
Bill-ee Whereupon Sir Billy grew almost crazed by rage, 
and with a mighty stroke smote the head of Sir Luke from 
his body. He stood there a minute, his head swimming diz- 
zily, then he straightened up and cried, “I am the pride 
of England ! I am the pride And with these words he ad- 
vanced towards the grandstand of the fair ladies. He 
walked slowly down the aisle in front of the ladies. Then 
he stopped, his heart pounding strangely. Then with a 
deft motion he was down upon his knees before the fair 
damsel he had chosen for the beauty queen. The herald 
blew his trumpet and the king announced, “The herald, 
Sir Dougal, will announce the beauty winner Whereupon 
Sir Dougal once more blew upon his trumpet and an- 
nounced, “Sir Hardin has chosen wisely, the -beautiful 
damsel is Lady Mary Lou Bentley.'' Amid the cheers of the 
throng Sir Hardin with Lady Bentley slowly rode off the 
field for an evening of romance. 

Frank Penick, '31. 
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Touchdown 

UCK HOWARD could not hear the deafening yells 
that rolled over the field and echoed through the 
big stadium. The only thing he could hear was the 
crisp bark of Campbell, snappy litle quarterback, telling 
the team that Buck was going to take the ball over right 
tackle again. This had been the story most of the day. Buck 
was the only one that could gain consistently through that 
strong line of GrinnelTs, and the quarterback had called 
on him time and time again in an effort to push over a 
winning touchdown. 

And how Buck had responded ! Yell after yell was given 
in tribute to his gallant, ramming efforts. The ball was now 
on the fifteen-yard line, the closest either team had come 
to an opposing goal. Buck hit right tackle for five yards 
and first down on GrinnelTs ten-yard line. The crowd 
went wild, deafening roars came from both sections of 
rooters, Grinnell yelling ‘‘Hold that line!” and Hamilton 
calling “Touchdown!” 

Buck had experienced practically the same situation 
the year before. Hamilton had gotten a “break” in the last 
few minutes of play and had had the ball on GrinnelTs ten- 
yard line, but to no avail. It was a vivid memory to Buck 
too, for he had been called on three times to pack that 
ball across and he had failed. 

So with a grim determination Buck took a perfect pass 
from center and went off tackle for five more yards, placing 
the ball on the five-yard line with three more downs to 
make it. This time Campbell tried to cross the opposing 
line by taking the ball himself. It was an effort to tackle 
GrinnelTs line, for everyone was expecting Buck to take it 
again. But he was smothered for no gain and lost a chance 
for a few precious yards. But this move settled all doubt 
of the ball carrier. Every person on the field and in the 
stands knew that Buck was going to make those last two 
efforts for a sweet victory over a bitter rivaL 
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Buck dived over a struggling, scrambling mass of hu- 
manity for about two yards on the next play. This set the 
stage for a tense bit of drama and fate had placed Buck 
in the leading role, with double humiliation or brilliant 
success. 

Another piled-up wall of straining muscle confronted 
Buck as he plunged into a forest of arms and legs. Picking 
a hole between two fighting forms, he shot into it with all 
the speed and power that his well-trained body, coupled 
with a determined mind, could call upon. As he crashed into 
this seemingly impenetrable wall, Buck felt it give under 
force of his driving impact. With the last atom of strength 
he kept digging, digging and rooting under a bunch of 
blindly fighting athletes, all giving that last extra effort 
that only men of a certain nature and determination can 
give. The load became heavier and heavier, the inches 
longer and harder to make. With one last heave that had 
everything behind it. Buck went forward and down, almost 
crushed under a ton of human weight. 

The referee pulled the prostrate forms apart while the 
crowd stood with bated breath. But Buck knew the ball 
was over before the teams were untangled. He knew, be- 
cause he had given everything, and then more and that 
was the difference between this year and last. And now 
they were all shouting and patting and shaking him, yell- 
ing all kinds of things. 

When the game ended a few minutes later he was car- 
ried off the field on the shoulders of an admiring crowd. 
The following period was one of gaiety, deep satisfaction 
and reminiscent bliss, and Buck Howard found, like all his 
eminent contemporaries, that victory and success was 
worth that extra effort. 

Fred Lucas, '31. 
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The Gray Blanket 



[HE home of Mr. and Mrs. John Jones was small 
and cozy. That is, the house was small and cozy, 
but the yard was both wide and spacious. It con- 
tained a large amount of shrubbery and flowers, for, though 
Mr. Jones was just a hard-working clerk, he managed to 
keep his home beautiful. The shrubs were of all shapes 
and sizes, for the Joneses had built this pretty yard bit 
by bit. The flowering shrubs were very pretty when in full 
bloom, but during all the year they were healthy-looking 
and added a picturesque touch to the large grounds. 

The Jones’ house was of the small bungalow type. 
It was very modern, having green shutters on the windows 
and all modern conveniences. It was two stories high and 
was altogether pleasing for a modern home. Not having 
any children, the Joneses were able to keep their house 
spick and span, with all furniture and other breakables in- 
tact. 

The front walk of this home was perhaps its most beau- 
tiful feature. It would seem impossible that such a riot of 
color as was made by the two rows of flowers on each 
side of the walk, could: be real. There were large flowers 
and small flowers, but all were blended into one glorious 
pageant of color. 

It was on this entrancing scene that Mr. Jones opened 
his door early on a beautiful spring morning. Standing 
on the doorstep, Mr. Jones’ whole being drank in the beauty 
of his home and he sighed contentedly. After being cooped 
up in an office all day, it was a real pleasure for a man to 
have a real home to enjoy in his leisure time. 

With these reflections Mr. Jones started down his long 
walk to get his newspaper from the mail box in front of 
his house. He was half way down the walk before his gaze 
centered on a gray blanket, which lay nearly at the end of 
the walk. This was just an ordinary baby blanket, but to 
Mr. Jones the shapeless gray bundle suggested but one 
thing, a baby. 



MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


15 


The man’s mind had been jerked so suddenly from con- 
templation of the scenery that he thought first of what he 
feared most, a child. His aversion was not that he was 
inhuman, but he attributed his beautiful home and well- 
kept garden to the absence of children. His mind was 
numbed by the thought that he would hereafter have a 
child in his home, for he would feel obliged to keep it after 
its being left on his walk just as if meant specially for him. 

Possibly it was Mr. Jones’ sixth sense that warned him 
to look up. Anyway, he did so and beheld a man standing 
in the road watching him with obvious pleasure. 

‘‘He knows what it is,” thought poor Mr. Jones, “but 
I’ll have to carry on.” 

Therefore, he steeled himself to step forward and stop 
beside the gray blanket. Leaning forward, he unfolded 
the blanket and saw only a crumpled sheet. 

The relief that instantly spread over the deluded man’s 
face was so profound that the stranger in the street laughed 
aloud. Mr. Jones turned red and quickly gathering up the 
blanket, he got his paper and hurried into the house. 

As soon as he appeared before his wife with the blanket 
in his hand she saw it and took it from him. 

“Oh, I’m so glad you found this,” she said, “it belongs 
to a woman who visited me yesterday with her baby.” 

Then Mr. Jones proceeded to tell her of his thoughts 
when he first saw the blanket. Mrs. Jones laughed and said, 
“The man in the road must have been greatly amused.” 

“Imagine my embarrassment,” murmured Mr. Jones. 

Tom Joy, ’31. 


The Old Football Spirit 

OME people think penitentiary life is a life of all 
work and no play, but these people are sadlly mis- 
taken. In Sin-Sin, the greatest criminal house 
in the United States, there developed one of the truest and 
most loyal men there ever were. This man was named 
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Dukey Padue. He killed his mother when he was twelve 
years old and spent the remainder of his youthful life in 
the reformatory. He was pardoned at the age of twenty- 
one, but before his twenty-second birthday he had robbed 
three banks and killed five people. For these misdemeanors 
he received a life term. Dukey was a criminal through and 
through. He weighed 289 pounds and was six feet three 
inches tall. His neck was fourteen inches in diameter and 
his shoulders were one yard broad. 

He was a criminal to everyone but his friends, and 
funny as it was, he made friends with everyone he knew. 
All the prisoners, the wardens, guards and even the gov- 
ernor were his truest friends. Several times he had stopped 
riots and outbreaks just because he thought it would hurt 
his friends. All the authorities became very much attached 
to him and before he had stayed in Sin-Sin three years he 
had been made a trusty. Although a trusty he could crack 
miore rock and do more work than three men. 

Sin-Sin is a very modern institution, and the authorities 
know that the prisoners need some recreation. They let the 
prisoners play every known game. Dukey Padue was the 
captain of the basketball, baseball and football teams of 
Sin-Sin. To all of these he was very loyal. Football was 
the favorite sport among the prisoners, and there developed 
so much interest that prisoners to play on the football team 
would not take pardons. More spirit developed in Sin-Sin 
than in Yale or Harvard. 

Fort Heavenworth was another very modern prison the 
authorities of which allowed the inmates the privilege of 
playing football, too. They developed a powerful team of 
215 pounds. 

These teams proved to be such a success in keeping 
order that the authorities allowed them to play each other. 
Sin-Sin won the first game 60-0, Dukey Padue making all 
the sixty points. These teams played every year on Thanks- 
giving. 
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One morning there ran a rumor through Sin-Sin that 
Fort Heavenworth had three new men that were better than 
their own captain. This was sad news, for all the men had 
rather die than to see their captain lose a game. Dukey 
remained cool and assured them that no one could stop him. 
There was a strenuous practice every day at Sin-Sin and 
a more strenuous one at Heavenworth. 

Thanksgiving was only a few days off and the teams 
were rounding into shape. The wardens and state authori- 
ties bet large sums of money. Both teams were confident. 

Heavenworth, being a national institution, had more 
pull with the government than Sin-Sin, and by some dirty 
work on their part the governor of the state came with a 
pardon for Dukey Padue. When this news was announced, 
instead of rejoicing, he broke down and cried. Sin-Sin was 
in a stir, but there was no use to weep. Dukey was no long- 
er eligible, for he was pardoned. All eyes turned to Mike 
Disney for hope, and Dukey left wishing them best of luck. 

Thanksgiving morning came around and the game 
started. Sin-Sin was able to hold the monstrous team of 
Heavenworth, but was not able to score. The game had 
come to the second half with Heavenworth six points ahead. 
The last quarter came. Sin-Sin had given up hope and some 
of its fans had left the field, when all of a sudden there was 
a commotion at the end of the field and out ran Dukey 
Padue. The crowd ran wild and the opponents shook with 
fear. 

“Drag him off the field,” said the officials. 

“Padue for Disney,” said Dukey. 

“You are ineligible.” 

“Ineligible, hell! I just killed three dicks.” 

Tom Sneed, ’30. 
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THE MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


0 you ever snap out of the life you are living and 
look at yourself as if you were a stone or a plant? 

1 mean just sit down and get real honest to good- 
ness honest with yourself, think about yourself apart from 
yourself, as two separate and distinct beings, one w'hat you 
really are, and the other what people think you are? Do 
you think how great you are within yourself, think of your 
good qualities that people do not know about? Then doesn’t 
this thought put you to dreaming of what you will do or 
what you want to do ? I mean, youTl start building yourself 
a great hero among men with the whole world down on you ; 
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but you are happy because you know you are great. This is 
one of the two different things you are, what you really are. 
We will call this character. Then, again, don’t you dream 
of what you want people to think you are ? Don’t you dream 
of doing great public feats so people can see them? This 
is the other aspect of life. We will name it reputation. 

Then after you think of these two things, your thought 
grows deeper, and you can distinguish clearly between the 
two. Then you try to decide which one you want to live 
with most. The hermit-like greatness pulls, and then is 
overpowered by the public greatness, and the two keep 
see-sawing till you are exhausted. 

Exhausted by these two greatnesses, you will try to 
connect them with your life, and then the real greatness 
dawns on you. This greatness is the relation between the 
two. The height of greatness that a man can obtain is to 
have his character and reputation parallel. If your char- 
acter is great it will pull your reputation up, and if your 
reputation is great you will have to be great in character 
to keep it. If your character is great and your reputation 
low, your character will fail to raise it, and if your repu- 
tation is high and character low the reputation will cer- 
tainly stoop to lift the character. If your character is high 
and great and your reputation is high and great, then you 
are high and great, and many are higher and greater be- 
cause of you. Tom Sneed, ’30. 

One evening when I was sitting upon the beach watching 
the waves lapping at the shore, I saw a seashell at my side. 
There was nothing striking about this particular shell, but 
for some obscure reason I reached out my hand and picked 
it up. As I had thought, it was only an ordinary shell, but 
although I had seen thousands like it, I did not toss it away 
as I had at first intended to do, but inspected it more closely. 
On one side it was a misshapen thing, roughened by the 
tides which had beat against it for so many years, but as I 
turned it over and the last slanting rays of the sun fell 
upon the inner side, it seemed that it had captured all the 
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elusive colors of the rainbow. Suddenly it came to me that 
this shell was like some people, not much to look at, but with 
hearts that are warm and beautiful and full of good cheer. 

While my thoughts ran along this course I was trying 
to find some more things about this shell which would re- 
mind me of human life. However, I failed in this until I 
put it to my ear. When I did this I heard a subdued roaring 
which sounded as though the shell had captured the sound 
of those waves which had beat upon it for so many years. 
In my present mood this struck me as another human trait, 
for it seemed to remind me of some men who permit the 
tides of life to roll by and over the while they remain in 
the same place for years, until some more energetic person 
comes and picks them up and tosses them aside. To what 
length my reveries might have gone had I rennained longer 
I do not know, but just then the lengthening shadows 
brought me back to earth, and I got up and trudged home- 
ward in the growing twilight — and, I might add, I was late 
for supper. Gafford Raby, ’31. 

An auspicious start has been made toward a successful 
year and congratulations are in order. Mr. Ball is pleased 
with the prospects and outlook of the most promising year 
in some time. 

The scholastic work is progressing most favorably, 
which indicates co-ordination between the faculty and 
students, especially heartening by reason of the fact that 
two new members are included in the faculty. The students 
seem more studiously inclined than usual and things are 
assuming a more peaceful aspect also. A distinguishing 
fact accredited to this is that no serious penalties have been 
necessary and the student body has remained intact. 

Of the new faculty members, Mr. Deas hails from the 
University of Alabama, while Mr. Rutledge comes to us 
from Union and Peabody. Both have managed to fit in 
unusually well with their surroundings and conditions. Let 
us continue to work in harmony with them and make ac- 
tivities as pleasant as possible. 
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Mr. Davidson, the junior member of our faculty has 
been putting in some hard labor in an effort to get the 
library arranged so that it can be handled in a systematic 
manner. So many additional books have been received that 
new shelves were deemed necessary and have been installed. 
The library will be opened shortly and you will find it 
neatly and conveniently arranged. At the same time, you 
are asked to aid in keeping the library in good order and 
condition by being as careful as possible, not misplacing 
the books or doing any promiscous strewing of them about. 
We wish to congratulate Mr. Davidson on the good results 
and on his willingness to sacrifice his time for this worth- 

while job. . . j -4.1, 4.1, 

For those who are not intimately acquainted with the 

library, it will be interesting to know more about it. It 
is probably one of the best prep school libraries in the 
State. All of the well-known classics, together with a 
number of lesser lights and practically all of the most 
widely read novels are included in the collection. There 
is also a large number of miscellaneous books that form an 
interesting part of the varied selection. The library as 
a whole will be found very interesting. F. L. 


LATE AFTERNOON 
Gold light falls across the tower. 

Dying along the clear skyline 
Of buildings where roofs and windows shine 
In pale gold squares. Now is the hour 

When heat and smoke 

Blur the horizon, and the sky 
Is flushed with mauve and azure dye. 

And long slanting shadows cloak 
The crowded grimy streets, and through 
Them darkness lowers. 

And above the shadows the vacant towers 
Are gold against far blue. 


J. M. P., JR. 
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We record with sorrow the 
sudden death of one of our 
most distinguished alumni, John 
Bell Keeble, ^84, which occurred 
on October 10. For years he has 
been regarded as one of the best 
and most respected members of 
the Nashville Bar and one of 
the leading orators of the state. 
He also represented the Louis- 
ville & Nashville Railroad as 
General Counsel. 

Yet the work to which he was 
most devoted, and which was of 
even greater consequence, was 
his upbuilding and shaping the 
Law Department of Vanderbilt 
University. Of this he was the 
Dean, and there is no man in 
the state that has contributed 
more to moulding the character 
and attainments of the younger 
generations of Tennesseans who 
follow the law as their profes- 
sion. 

* % * 

Merrill Moore, '21, graduate 
also of Vanderbilt University in 
both academic and medical de- 
partments, and now an interne 
at the Boston General Hospital, 
is the author of a book of poems 
entitled ‘^The Noise Which Time 
Makes,” which is just off the 
press. A frequent contributor 
during recent years to various 
magazines of poetry, his work 
has now been gathered for the 
first time into a volume of his 
own. It has received some very 


complimentary notices in the 
Nashville papers. He is one of 
the most gifted of our younger 
alumni. 

* * * 

Ralph J. Totten, ’94, was dur- 
ing the past summer appointed 
minister of the United States to 
South Africa. <H]is twenty-one 
years in the diplomatic service 
were spent partly in Latin Amer- 
ica, partly in Western Europe, 
where during the World War he 
was Consul General of this coun- 
try, and more recently in Cape 
Town, where again as Consul 
General he was rendering ser- 
vice. 

(From the Nashville Banner 
August 5, 1929.) 

‘*The class of ’94 at Montgom- 
ery Bell Academy has the dis- 
tinction of having given two out- 
standing men to the consular 
service of the government, the 
second having been Maddin Sum- 
mers, who was located at Mos- 
cow, Russia, and who died there 
during the latter years of the 
World War. His death was at- 
tributed to the strenuous work 
which he had been doing alone 
for several years. Shortly after 
the war Mr. Totten returned to 
Nashville, and in an address to 
the students of Montgomery Bell 
Academy characterized Mr. Sum- 
mers as one of the most brilliant 
men in the diplomatic service.” 
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J, F. Essary, ’99, veteran 
Washington correspondent of the 
Baltimore Sun, and a few years 
since elected President of the 
American Press Association, has 
recently appeared among the 
contributors to the Saturday 
Evening Post. In the issue of 
October 19 is a very interesting 
story from his pen entitled “The 
Rebuilding of the Capitol.’' 
Among the many M. B. A. men 
who have entered the field of 
journalism he probably has at- 
tained the most prominent Na- 
tional distinction. 

* * * 

At Vanderbilt last June the 
following M. B. A. men were 
graduated : 

In the College of Arts and 
Sciences, Ewing L. Bradford 
George G. Hunter, Jas. Wyatt 
Jacobs, Lehman Lusky, William 
J. Mulloy. In the School of Law, 
Benj. Hume Bracy, and among 
the graduate scholars, Thomas 
O. Nowlin. 

♦ * * 

Buford B. Horner, ’09, pre- 
viously with the Sulzbacher In- 
surance Agency, has recently 
been named Division Manager of 
the Sun Life Insurance Company 
of Canada, which has opened an 
office in Nashville. 

* * ♦ 

The marriage of James M. 
Avent, ’17, and Miss Jeannette 
Esther Bradley took place on 
August 14 at DeKalb, Illinois 
the home of the bride. The 
groom is one of the most efficient 
of the employes of the Standard 
Oil Company in China, where he 
has been in service since the dis- 
banding of the U. S. forces at 
the close of the World War. “At 
home after October 1, Tientsin, 
China.” 

* * * 

Jos. Wyatt Jacobs, ’25, and 
Miss Betty May Brown were 
married at Newport, Ky., on 
April 15) “At home after the fif- 


teenth of September, 5705 Kim- 
bark Avenue, Chicago.” 

He * ♦ 

The marriage . of Frank 
Fletcher, ’24, and Miss Mary 
Dudley Dake occurred on Sep- 
tember 7. 

He He He 

The marriage of Alistair 
Graham Rankin, ’16, to Miss 
Alice Ludwig of Dallas, Texas, 
took place on August 4, 1929. 

Hi He He 

The engagement of Hilliard 
Phillips, ’23, to Miss Margaret 
Folk has been announced. The 
wedding is to take place early 
in November. 

He He ♦ 

Edgar Jones, ’21, also a grad- 
uate _pf the Vanderbilt Medical 
Department, has accepted an ap- 
pointment as interne on the staff 
of the Lakeside Hospital in 
Cleveland, Ohio. After a year’s 

interneship there he plans to re- 
turn and start practicing in 

Nashville. 

Hi He He 

The marriage of James Riddle, 
’20, to Miss Rebecca DeWald 
Boyer took place in Nashville on 
September 12, 1929. 

He He He 

Tom Roberts, ’25, is working 
for the Duponts at Old Hickory, 
Tenn. 

He He * 

Joe Gray, ’24, who will re- 
ceive his law degree with the 
class of ’30 at the University of 
Virginia, was recently awarded 
the Dupont scholarship in law. 
During the past summer he was 
in Roanoke, Va., preparing to 
take the state bar exam. 

He He He 

Edward Hood, ’26, is now man- 
ager of Blackwoods Filling Sta- 
tion at Eighth and Acklen Ave- 
nue. 

* He He 

Chin Johnson, ’26, is an in- 
structor in the gymnastic work 
at Old Hickory, Tenn. 
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George Gillespie, ’21, came to 
Nashville during the past sum- 
ber to visit his mother, bringing 
with him his wife, who was for- 
merly Miss Katherine Thorne of 
Chicago. He is in the “movie” 
world at Hollywood. 

* * * 

The following boys of the 
graduating class of ’29 entered 
Sewanee this fall: W. Frazer. 
Jack Morton. Donald Ellis, after 
a year at work, plans entering 
there also. 

* * * 

These also of ’29 entered Van- 
derbilt this fall: Joe Myers, Mer- 
rill Hovey, Robert Stroud and 
Paul Morrissey. 

* * * 

Charles Coggin, ’27, after 
some experience on the adver- 
tising staff of the Nashville Ban- 
ner, is now with the C. P. Clark 
Advertising Company in the In- 
dependent Life Building. 

* * sjt 

Bill Greene, ’27, who has been 
in the employment of the Her- 
mitage Motor Comj)any for the 


past year, returned to Sewanee 
this fall. 

♦ * ♦ 

Edwin Keeble, ’21, aJ^ter grad- 
uating from the University of 
Pennsylvania Schpol of Archi- 
tecture, and after further studies 
in France and Italy, is now a 
member of the firm of Warfield 
& Keeble, architects, of Nash- 
ville, Tenn. 

* * * 

Maurice Moody, ’27, and 
George Martin, ’27, are employed 
by the American Telephone & 
Telegraph Company. 

♦ * * 

The wedding of Roderick D. 
Murray, ’24, to Miss Charlie May 
Swan took place at Christ Epis- 
copal Church, Nashville, Septem- 
ber 4, 1929. 

* ♦ * 

Claude Holt, ’29, has entered 
this September the U. T. School 
of Pharmacy at Memphis, and 
Lehman Lusky, ’25, a graduate 
this year at Vanderbilt, goes also 
to Memphis for a medical course 
at the University of Tennessee. 
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EXCHANGES 


As the first issues of the ma- 
jority of school publications had 
not appeared when this paper 
went to press, we have as yet 
a rather limited field for com- 
ments, but with the next issue 
we expect to strike our pace. 
iNievertheless, we have already 
received a few early publica- 
tions : 

In this department, as we ex- 
pect honestly to record our im- 
pressions of what reaches us, we 
should appreciate any similar 
comment on our Bulletin. We 
are not setting ourselves up on 
any pedestal, but we expect to 
say what we think as a good ex- 
change editor should and learn 
what we can from others. 

The exchange department is 
pleased to acknowledge the re- 
ceipt of the following: 

The Maroon and White, Chat- 
tanooga >H!igh School, Chatta- 
nooga, Tenn. 

The Hi-Times, Central High 
School, Central City Ky. 

The Sewanee Purple, Sewanee 
University, Sewanee, Tenn, 

The Vanderbilt Alumnus, Van- 
derbilt University, Nashville 
Tenn. 

The Maroon and White, Chat- 
tanooga, Tenn. — We think you 
have a well-balanced, well-writ- 
ten and well-edited paper, built 
along good literary lines. A few 
more jokes, however, would liven 
things un a bit. 

The Hi-Times, Central City. 
Ky. — ^Your paper is good, but we 
think a more equalized division- 
ing of it would help, and we are 
sure that a little more display of 
the literary ability of the students 


would be preferable to such mat- 
ter as oil consumption in the 
United States and the future of 
aviation. 

The Sewanee Purple, Sewanee, 
Tenn. — ^A fine paper of its kind. 
The accounts of the various foot- 
ball games deserve much praise. 

The Vanderbilt Alumnus, 
Nashville, Tenn. — ^A most inter- 
esting paper. Especially do John 
E. Edgerton’s article on football 
and Sir Henry W. Thornton^s ad- 
dress deserve special comment. 

* * * 

Fritz: ‘'Dad, you are a lucky 
man.’’ 

Father: “How is_that?” 

Fritz: “You won’t have to buy 
me any schoolbooks. I am in the 
same class I was last year.” — 
Maroon and White. 

* * * 

Inez: “I’ve been stung by a 
wasp.” 

Mary: “Quick, put some am- 
monia on it.” 

Inez: “I can’t. It’s gone.” — 
Maroon and White. 

% ♦ * 

Soph. : “What is your greatest 
ambition?” 

Frosh: “To die a year earlier 
than you.” 

Soph: “What is the reason for 
that?” 

Frosh: “So I will be a sopho- 
more in heaven when you get 

there.” — ^Hi-Times. 

♦ * ♦ 

A dentist says that he had an 
absent-minded motorist in his 
chair the other day. 

“Will you take gas?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” replied the patient 
“and you’d better look at the oil, 
too.” — Sewanee Purple. 
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Heard in Louisville: 

Stranger (to Allen) : What 
time is it? 

Allen: I don’t know, I’m a 
stranger in this town, 

♦ ♦ 

Mrs. Ball: Morris, have we a 
twentieth amendment and if so, 
what is it? 

Morris: That page is torn out 
of my book, Mrs. Ball. 

* * nt 

Freshman : Bullard, are you 
going to practice football? 

Bullard: No, son, I’m going to 
perfect it. 

♦ 

Mr. ,Deas (in Spanish 4) : One 
hour, Raby. 

Raby: What for, Professor? 

’Fessor: It’s an old Spanish 
custom. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Lunch time in football camp 
and soup is being served. 

Butler: Looks like rain today, 
Luke. 

Lucas (sampling the soup) : 
Yeh, and it tastes like it, too. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Mr. Ball: What did I say? 

Sleeper: I don’t know. 

Mr. Ball: I might as well be 
telling a hair-raising story to a 
bald-headed man as talking to 
you. 

♦ « 

Coach Hardin: Now, Hayes, 
have you got all the clothes you 
need? 

Hayes: Well, you might get 
me an overcoat. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

At a recent meeting of the 
Hd-Y Club, Frank Penick and 
Vernon Willard were elected 
cheer leaders of the school. Give 
them your loyal support. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Meek: I hear the ’phone ring- 
ing. May I answer it? 

Mr. Rutledge: No, it’s not for 
you, anyway. 

Meek: Yes it is; I told a boy 
to call at this period. 


Phillips: Well, I guess I’ll car- 
ry the Bulletin to the press. 

Lindsey: I wish you’d take my 
suit with you. 

* * ♦ 

“Hefty” McKelvey (after 
working problem) : I’m a shark 
in this^ Wheeler. 

Wheeler: You look more like a 
whale to me. 

* * * 

Bill Puryear bought a case of 
Spark Plug and he is doing his 
best to get rid of it before foot- 
ball season is over without giv- 
ing any away. 

* * * 

Hutton: There is something 
about a blonde that a brunette 
hasn’t. 

Proctor: What is it? 

Hutton: Light hair. 

* * * 

Mr. Ball: Howard, how is it 
that your and Ross’ themes on 
“Mother” are alike? 

Howard: We bpth have the 
same Mother, ’Fessor. 

♦ * * 

Mr, Rutledge: Everybody buy 
himself a tablet by tomorrow. 

T. Myers: I haven’t bought a 
tablet since I’ve been here. 
Penick: “Quit bragging, Tom. 

♦ * * 

THE SEA’S TOLL 

Scurrying clouds came out of 
the West, 

The sea was lashed to a foam; 
An ancient bark plowed through 
the waves. 

While its crew was thinking of 
home. 

The day was rapidly fading, 

With darkness drawing near 
A spectre clutched at the hearts 
of the men, 

A spectre that men call fear. 

Soon the sky o’erhead was black, 

" Save when lightning split the 
gloom ; 
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The crew stared vacantly at the 
waves 

That beckoned them to their 
doom. 

The waves were getting larger, 

They dashed the bulwarks 
down; 

The ship seemed to rise from the 
water 

And leap forward with a 
bound. 

Then she struck a water-logged 
derelict, 

And reeled over on her side. 

The waves smashed angrily over 
the decks 

Of the vessel they soon would 
hide. 

She was swiftly listing to port, 

The crew steeled themselves 
for the test; 

Then the stern rose straight in 
the air, 

Then *twas gone, ship and 
crew, to their rest. 

Frank Penick, ^31. 

♦ ♦ 4c 

THE SEA 

He went in the morning and 
heard the sound 


Of the breaking, dashing waves 
that bound. 

Of the wind and the waves, 
Of the water that laves 

The lands on the shores the 
whole world ’round. 

He went at the noontime and 
saw the sight, 

Of the shining, glistening waves 
so bright, 

Of the wind and the waves, 

Of the water that laves 

The shores where rest the birds 
from flight. 

He went in the evening and felt 
the urge 

Of the moving, dashing waves 
that surge. 

Of the wind and the waves, 
Of the water that laves 

The shores where sea and moun- 
tain merge. 

The sight, the sound and the urge 
of the sea 

Are greater than things of man 
can be. 

For the wind and the waves 
And the water that laves 

The shores are powers that will 
ever be free. 

F. Morton, ’32. 


EVERYTHING YOUNG MEN WEAR 

LOWENSTEIN^S 

FOURTH AND DEADERICK SINCE 1897 
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The first call for football this year brought out a large 
group of boys. With the year ’28 fresh in their minds, and 
a very hard schedule ahead, the men answering the call 
went to work in dead earnest. After three days practice 
at M. B. A., Bush Sneed, acting as coach, took the squad 
to Clearwater Beach for a week of training. Here very 
little work was done owing to rain and very unpleasant 
weather. 

The squad returned home to greet Coach Hardin, and 
from then on until the regular season opened rough work 
and signal drills made out M. B. A.’s program. 

Coach Chile Hardin was late returning home and during 
his absence Bush Sneed, former Tennessee star, and “Piute” 
Lusky, an old M. B. A. man and Vanderbilt’s former star 
tackle, were in charge. Thanks to Bush and “Piute.” 

H. A. 


M. B. A., 32 ; State Aggies, 0 
Montgomery Bell Academy opened its 1929 football cam*- 
paign by defeating the Tennessee State Training School 
32 to 0. The game was played in a sea of mud and only 
straight football was used by both teams. 

The backfield, Allen, Jenkins, Halloran and Mayers, 
displayed some fancy offensive power, while in the line 
Captain Sneed, Lindsey and Bullard were outstanding. 
Reiben was easily the outstanding star for the Aggies. 
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M. B. A., 15; Manual High, 6 

An inspired, well-coached and well-conditioned team of 
Montgomery Bell on October 12 defeated Dupont Manual 
at Louisville, Ky., 15 to 6. M. B. A. outclassed the Manual 
gridders. At no time during the game was Manual able to 
solve the disastrous aerial attack of Halloran and Allen. 

The half ended with Montgomery Bell leading 8 to 0. 
M. B. A.’s defense was great during this period, giving 
Manual only one first down. Manual came back strong for 
the second half, but the team work of M. B. A. was supe- 
rior to their efforts. 

Jenkins and Halloran in the backfield and Captain Sneed, 
Bullard, Collins and Lindsey played best for M. B. A. 

Small in the backfield was the outstanding star for 
Dupont Manual and numerous times broke away for long 
gains. 

This was the third encounter between the two schools, 
M. B. A. winning the games of ’27 and ’29, and Manual 
that of ’28. Another game is slated for 1930. 

Score by periods: 

M. B. A. 6 2 0 7—15 

Manual High 0 0 0 6—6 


M. B. A., 26 ; Branham and Hughes, 0 

At Spring Hill, Montgomery Bell Academy won its third 
consecutive game of this season, defeating Branham and 
Hughes’ Military Academy 26 to 0. 

M. B. A. scored two touchdowns in each half. Charles 
Jenkins, Shirley Mayers and Nick Halloran were always 
looming up as offensive threats, while “Little Ball” got 
away for a beautiful 70-yard run, only to be called back, as 
M. B. A. was offside. 

Tom Sneed and Lucas’ play at tackle were the out- 
standing features of the game. Collins and Kennedy also 
were stars in the line. 
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M. B. A., 19; B. G. A., 6 

Montgomery Bell kept its record clean by turning back 
an invasion of the Battle Ground Academy eleven and dis- 
playing the power to win a deserved 19 to 6 victory. The 
first five minutes of the game saw the B. G. A. team move 
the ten-yard stick three times, but the M. B. A. line tight- 
ened, and from then on B. G. A. was outclassed, 

M. B. A. was the best team, just as the score indicates, 
but Battle Ground fought to the very last and deserve a lot 
of praise despite the fact that the record stood against 
them. 

Charles Jenkins and Howard Allen were the big guns 
in M. B. A.’s backfield, while Lucas, Kennedy, Collins and 
Lindsey were the best in the line. 

Red Holt, despite his injuries, was the outstanding 
player for B. G. A. 

Score by periods : 


M. B. A. 0 13 0 6—19 

B. G. A. 0 0 6 0—6 


M. B. A., 6; Morgan, 0 

Montgomery Bell continued its march when it defeated 
Morgan School by the score of 6 to 0. Early in the first 
quarter M. B. A. scored the only touchdown of the game 
and guarded it with the greatest of care the remaining 
three periods. The game was played at Sulphur Dell before 
a moderate sized but interested crowd who had braved the 
bad weather. Charley Jenkins and Howard Allen were out- 
standing in Montgomery Bell’s victory. Jenkins, running 
behind beautiful blocking, and suddenly reversing his field, 
ripped through Morgan’s team for the lone touchdown in 
the first period. 

M. B. A. outplayed Morgan during the first half, placing 
the ball within the ten-yard line twice, only to lose it on 
fumbles. The punting of Howard Allen was the outstand- 
ing feature of the game. 
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The defensive play of Montgomery BelFs line was excel- 
lent, with Captain Sneed, Hayes, Lindsey, Collins and 
Kennedy having a small edge on the others. 

For Morgan, Coffman, Sharpe and Kisler stood out in 
the backfield, while Edwards and Johnson performed nobly 
in the line. 



A cart is waiting at the door 
Of their house, a brown shack; 

A man brings out upon his back 
The furniture from each floor 
And stands it in the broken street 
By a pale woman whose flaxen hair 
Is lifted by the chilly air; 

Three children cling about her feet. 

And now they are gone. And rain 
Is falling. At a broken pane 
A torn shade flutters. 

And all that is left 

Of those people bereft 

Is some paper that floats in the gutters. 


J. M. P., Jr. 


IXfifphpll^Q CANDIES 

yu V Ll/K^i O 323 UNION STREET 



i 


YOU WILL HAVE TO EAT 

-- SHACKLETT way 

TO KNOW 

7SAL FOOD— REAL SERVICE 

r - CKLETT’S— 411 CHURCH ST. 

-- ^>orting 

I Usggage 

II B^^os 

' Kodaks 

EAT 

BAIY BREAD 

n y M. B. A. SPECIAL 

» Jtjf^ Shoulder Bouquet . . $2.50 

f '‘Alwai^s Lovelg" 

?25 Lnion Street Church at Sixth Ave. \ 

OUR MISSION / i ' 

ji iir i i=r prodaction of Good Printing. Having the most 

mmmTrs. gpujpsEeiit and devoting all of our efforts to this one 

wing w bssmess enables us to give you 

FI . . rA PRINTING :: BETTER SERVICej / . 

?iIR^nTAGE PRINTING CO. p ' 

?So«i 7 138 Third Avenue, North 

Ci®'«?^J![MX3TS OF 

Martin - Rollow 

O. Geny & Sons 

FLORISTS 

'*Sai; It with Flowers'" y 

PHONES 7-2145-7-2146 

1600 WEST END NASHVILLE. TENN. 

Compliments of Butts Geny 

MUM ifciCSZ SHOE CO. 

‘ F20ir?CEAR 

1 'tian j'lr^LSTzy shop” 

i TEXX. 

jl. 

Castner^Knott ^ 

Dry Goods Company 

We carry Adler Collegian Clothes for 
Young Men. Prices and styles right. 



ASK HUGHES AND KRANZ! 


Music 

CORRESPONDENCE 

Holiday 

Greetings 

Debates 



Orations 

Languages 

Poems 

Declamations 

Cheers 


SPEAK-O-PHONE RECORDING STUDIO 

227-8 BENNIE-DILLON BLDG. TEL. 6-4341 HOURS 9 TO 9 






Polly Rich Flour Is the Largest Selling 
Flour Manufactured in Nashville 

Plain and Self-Rising 

COLONIAL MILLING CO. 

NASHVILE — CHATTANOOGA — ^ATLANTA 



/WHlTE'SiS, 


609 Church Str also 7 1 Arcade 



DAFOSHO 


LUNCHE- 

Home of dainty food products — made 
All foods served are home cooked. 
and cigarettes — ^pay us a visit. 

You^ll Find It Different 

1300 BROADWAY 



ade way. 

ice, sandwiches, cigars 


HONE 7-2050 


PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS 


HARRISON BROS. 

FLORISTS 


617 CHURHC ST. 


TEL. 6-6191 











